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Foreword 














From 2018 to the present year of 2020, the internet 
has stifled the creation of transgressive art. Tumblr banned 
NSFW and died. Patreon banned fetish art. And god knows 
how many other art platforms are hostile towards even the 
most vanilla NSFW art. I would like to encourage artists to 
draw gore and sex by providing my artistic support, as well 
as a small distribution platform via social media and physical. 
And there’s nothing like having a physical zine that can never 
be censored by arbitrary online rules. You'll have to bum this 
book if you wanna get rid of this filth! 


My first introduction to ero guro art was lurking 
TF2chan in the late 2000's, and discovering Khorosho’s art. 
My favorite piece of theirs was a drawing of Medic riding 
Heavy maniacally while sewing up the larger man, both of 


them covered in blood. It was graphic and cartoony, perfectly 
complementing the style of TF2. Their artistic influence on 
me persists to this day. I organized this zine so I could share 
my love of gore art, erotic art, and a certain hat-themed war 
simulation game. 


Why does this hat simulator game provide such a wonderful playground for blood and fornication? The 
characters are simple, and their personalities and motivations are malleable, The world is a paradise of ridiculous 
hyperviolence. Men explode into bloody gibs, reform, then march back to die constant excruciating deaths of bullets, 
flame, and piss. The game and SFMs are inherently comedic, but a writer can take the war and death as seriously 

as they want (or not!). With the inherent respawn mechanics, Spy and Sniper may hunt and kill cach other in an 
endless flirtatious game of cat-and-mouse. But playing with the BROKEN RESPAWN or PERMADEATH tropes, 
Demoman may grimly stare death in the eye, while Soldier pathetically prods at his friend’s corpse. The possibilities 
are endless for a creative mind! 


Love is war, and sex is violence. Sweating, heaving, bloodied bodies are pressed against cach other in the 
trenches, Men penetrate each other with bullets and knives to a groaning climax. Homies kiss each other goodnight 
in the barracks after having group bonding via exercise and communal showers. Y"know those intricate rituals which 
allow them to touch the skin of other men? This is it. 


And simply touching can turn into more! Warring hatred transforms into obsessive lust! Decapitate your 
rival and skullfuck him, keep his head as a fetish trophy in every way! Rip open your lover’s ribcage and cat his 
heart out with his explicit adoring consent! Or simply hold hands with your best buddy while covered in blood 


A dope artist can explore violence and sexuality through the entire spectrum of darkness, humor, or romance. 
And all the artists in this zine? Are hella dope. 








La Petite Mort 


by Distasty 
Illustrated by Distasty 


Medic touches Spy’s heart in unprecedented ways 


























































It all started with an unexpected agony that felt like being burned from 
the inside out. A pain so severe that, even in death, Spy’s panic was not erased. 
The pain was still there after respawn had re-birthed him, just as strong, 
causing Spy’s shocked body to crumple to the ground, He could still hear the 
horrible crackle of electricity that had killed him even over his own deafen- 
ing screams as he thrashed on the floor, his whole body reliving the trauma of 
his last death. He shook uncontrollably as he clutched frantically at his chest 
which provided no comfort. It wasn’t his proudest moment. The entire team 
had seen his hysterical fit on the ground, so inconsolable that it had required a 
sedative to silence him. 


He waited, smoldering in embarrassment, shirtless and impatient in 
Medic’s infirmary as the doctor processed a hastily taken X-ray. He focused 
hard on the cigarette that hung limply from his mouth, trying to ignore the 
trembling of his hand and the unsettling tenderness that still lingered deep in 
his chest, Medic entered the room, focusing on the film in his hand and not his 
half-dressed patient’s glaring distaste. The mounted light box flickered alive 
as he affixed the film, dryly pointing at the white shape that hung above his 
heart. Spy considered the darkened echoes of his entrails and ‘his’ engorged 

~ heart, the image clearly showing the machine’s metal prongs that should’ ve 
been buried deep within the organ were in fact hardly touching it. Spy’s frown 
deepened as the man explained the failure of his tiber valve, comparing it to 
the shorting and sparking of a plug falling out of a socket. It was still touching 
enough of him to activate but not without malfunctioning. Spy’s brow arched 
when Medic told him it would take five minutes to reset if he could do with- 
out a full thoracotomy, admitting that he would have to get rough but it would 
expedite the process. Spy thought back to the last time his ribs were cracked 
open and his guts exposed in this room and how, towards the end of his sur- 
gery, he had nearly gotten into a fist fight with Medic over slapping one of his 
precious birds mid-flight that had tried to land inside of him. 


He agreed to Medic’s proposal with a silent nod, and lay down. He shut 
his eyes, still seeing the harsh surgical light above him though his closed lids. 
He listened to the ceiling-mounted medigun heat up, along with the sound of 
Medic jostling what sounded like metal tools in a tray, curiously turning his. 
head from the light to see what he was doing, The doctor looked tired, Spy 
thought, fully understanding why Medic had offered a quick shortcut instead 
of a more conventional surgery. Red mist began to pour out of the machine 
above him and Spy relaxed, feeling the giddy high and finding comfort in 
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knowing that no matter what reckless thing Medic did to hurry this along, at least there would be 
no pain, 


Surgery began without warning. A warm, bare hand touched skin, rapidly followed 
by a whisper of steel that glided through flesh, fat, and muscle, cutting him deep. Spy 
uttered a little gasp as the incision was carelessly pried open, feeling the wrongness 
of shifting meat around Medic’s thick, bare fingers as he parted tissue and slid inside of 
him. The weight of Medic’s hand snaked and pushed, sliding heavily across his diaphragm 
making it much harder to breathe. His body struggled around him as he tried to swallow 
air, which got Medic’s attention. Again, Spy was assured it would be quick. A chuckle 

passed the doctor’s lips, which Spy found tasteless, as he pushed deeper in. He admitted 
he hadn’t expected it to be such a tight fit. Hand and nail glided deeper into the wound 
as swiftly as his body would allow and Spy, of course, felt it all. The feathery, painless 
tearing of thin membranes and splitting of delicate connective tissues as he traveled 
upward, ever closer to his heart. What could not outright break or give way, shifted and 
compressed to accommodate the girth of Medic’s hand and creeping forearm, taking 
more and more as a disconcerting, internalized pressure slowly increased. 
































He focused on the coarseness of the hair on Medic’s dry arm as it inched its way 
within him, his mind questioning why Medic had chosen to do this procedure without his 
gloves, Intrusive thoughts and feelings of disgust at hygiene were easily pushed aside, 
Spy finding himself grateful for the distraction of knuckles reaching and raking 
against the living bone of his rib cage. Fingers slid over the bottom tip of his 

right lung and the shock of it made his breath come to a full, tense stop. 
Medic halted, glasses turning to reflect Spy’s worried face. He smirked 
tiredly, brows quirked with amusement as he quietly commanded him to 
keep breathing. He explained his hand would not be able to push past while 
his chest was inflated. Fingers petted perversely at his distended lung and 
rapidly, Spy forced himself to comply. Feeling him loosen was enough, and 
Spy shuddered as air evacuated through his nose and his mouth involuntari- 
ly to accommodate Medic’s invading volume. It was surreal and intimate 
having his breath forced from him, and he tried not to focus on the de- 
light of gently trying to take in air and being unable, feeling dazed and 
excited at knowing he couldn't. 


Eyes stared upwards at Medic’s sweat-beaded brow as he 
leaned closer to push deeper inside. His breath was nothing more 
than small gasps when the first finger reached his heart, Medic was 
close now, his large shoulders blocked out the many lights above 
him, So close that Spy could almost taste the flavor of the man’s 
perspiring skin and aftershave. Invasive memories of being crushed 

and filled by other men embarrassingly surfaced and quietly he won- 

dered how long it had been since he’d been on his back for a man. 
His hips twitched, legs crossing to keep Medic unaware of his humili- 
ating state. 


He froze when Medic looked down, harsh blue his own nervous 
eyes. Sweetly, Medic smiled, voicing assurance that there was no shame 
in being frightened before whispering pity at how uncomfortable it must 
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be. He claimed it was understandable, the comment making Spy’s heart 
skip under Medic’s delicate touch, his voice dipping low in apology 
as he hadn’t taken into account how small Spy’s body actually was. 
A dry, humourless laugh rattled above before Medic freely admit- 
ted that it was impressive he could fit his arm inside at all and was 
surprised Spy was taking it so well. ending the thought with a flex 
of his fingers to prove the point further, The off-handed compliment 
made Spy’s cock shamefully twitch as a strained noise slipped from 
Spy’s trembling lips. 








Medic, taking his distress as fearful discomfort and not the 
perversions that they were, allowed him honesty. He moaned freely. 
muted and strained, unable to help it. He was too full and vulnerable not to, 
the ache worsening as Medic now had to really try to gain further ground. Spy’s 
chest was already overcrowded from his implanted heart, which now looked and 
felt distended as he was filled beyond capacity. It was wicked and thrilling to feel 
his lungs compressed against the inside of his bowing ribeage, trying and failing 
to pull air inside of him. 


His mouth began to move wordlessly, hisses and squeaks coming out only 
when Medic’s elbow pushed down on his diaphragm in particularly rough attempts 
to go deeper as breath became impossible. His eyes crossed at the asphyxiation. Both 
Medic’s silhouette and the sounds of his violation softened as euphoria consumed 
him, His dying brain thought of gallows, of stories of criminals becoming aroused as 
ropes wrung the life from them, He thought of the pitiful, final desperate involuntary 
action of life from a body in the throes of death and wondered if that was happening to 
him. His airless body went through the motions of laughter, body suckling around the arm 
skewering him. Such absurd final thoughts. 


He could hardly stand it when huge fingers finally met their destination and 
clutched firmly around the whole of his heart. His whole body went rigid as the organ 
pathetically writhed in Medic’s grip. He saw his edge and took comfort knowing he 
was alone with his encroaching ecstasy. Medic was talking to him, calm and collected, 
and he couldn’t understand it, Maybe he was explaining why there was an insistent 
thumb rubbing at the top of his stunned, struggling heart, Maybe it would answer the 
look of frustration the man above him wore. It didn’t matter, All he could do was focus 
on the outline of Medic’s blurring silhouette as his senses failed him. 





He realised he was going to come. Half-deaf and blind, with no way of warming. 
Reduced to nothing more than trembling, conquered flesh around the fist of an uncaring 
deity that had no care or understanding of how he felt. Slowly the organ was released 
and the shores of the end pulled back. Color sparked in his eyes, a ripple of relief that 
was short lived before Medic was somehow pushing more of himself inside and past his 
heart. His body was loud as it gurgled through an airless gasp, struggling at the pressure. 
Progress meant short, demanding thrusts upward, which shook the table. Fingers splayed 
and curled as they searched inside of him. Something was wrong. Angry curses of Ger- 
man flooded from Medic as he failed to find what he was looking for. 


Overwhelmed and so near the edge, Spy became desperate for his untouched cock 
to heave as hips jerked erratically into nothing. He froze when the movement inside him 


abruptly stopped. Medic had found what he wanted and began to pull out. Eyes panicking and staring upward, 

hating the flash of teeth in a relieved smile as Medic nodding knowingly, but still knowing nothing. Spy word- 
lessly begged, tears slipping down as the shores of his orgasim pulled from him. He would be left, spurned and 
hollow on this horrible fucking table and he couldn’t bear it. 


The arm stopped when fingers found the top of his heart, caressing it softly. Medic apologised, and 
Spy tensed to the feeling of metal scraping along the surface of organ tissue. Prongs pierced into the pulsating 
meat of his heart and, if he had the capacity, he would have screamed. Everything felt vivid. The forceful push 
against him as metal rods bore into the unrelenting, hard vascular tissue that was crushed flat at the strain of its 
entry. His wet eyes darkened. He had no air to voice his fear when his heart finally stopped beating. He twitched 
and convulsed, his body reflexively fighting against the man that was killing him and making him come. Semen 
flooded into the tight confines of fabric. Fear tangled with a surging chill of endorphin-laden pleasure making 
him suspended, his death and orgasm a singular affliction he could no longer stop. Time froze for Spy, return 
ing only ata firm, repetitive squeeze from a fist encapsulating his core. He heard quiet counting in his ear, not 
enjoying how his no longer dying body twitched as his heart was massaged alive. 


The organ was released when Medic was sure it would not stop again and, softly, he prodded around the 
valve blindly before removing himself from Spy’s chest. The gurgle of flesh and viscera that eagerly righted it- 
self from was loud in the quiet room. Unobstructed, all that had torn and moved began to reset, the shifting and 
wholeness comforting and finally, his lungs remembered air, hurting themselves in their eagerness. Spy’s dilated 
eyes looked at Medic’s bloody, wet arm and he couldn’t help but softly laugh at it. So much had been in him. 
Spy lay content and whole under in the glow of the machine that was above him, asking for a cigarette now that 
he could breathe again. 


“Those will kill you, you know?” Medic uttered, but handed him his case all the same. 
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all guts, no glory 
by jylliet 
illustrated by SCUMSUCK 


soldier and demo just hangin’ out before succumbing to fatal injuries. stuff inside their intestines leaks out and 
stuff inside their hearts feeds the vultures. 


“air smells bad...” 
“it’s ya stinkin’ breath!” 


they both laughed as the wind picked up and wrestled through the old wooden slats. far away, leftover pistol 
shots hit cans and concrete; vulture cries scraped the sky; and right underneath them, a neglected dispenser 
hummed and flickered with sparks. the dispenser’s soft 
light tried to curve around the wall and follow them, 
but its tendrils could only settle on the second 

step. a 











demo closed his eye and heard soldier’s 
ragged breathing. 


“y’ever get like, that big roaring in § 
your ears?” soldier shouted. 


“yeah! it’s blood, mate, it’s all the 
blood—” 


“my blood’s not much in my head 
anymore!” soldier grinned. 


“that’s f’sure!” 


demo reached down and got a big handful of soldier’s 
intestines to shake in front of soldier’s eyes, who laughed and then winced and then laughed again, they had 
tried to use each other’s shirts to hold all their blood inside them, but it soaked through when their tourniquets. 
loosened with the weight of each slow gush. even as they sat, all the wood around them was clotted red. 


soldier’s guts were still attached to some unknowable bits of him, things long and dark that hooked up all of 
soldier’s innards together. demo pulled and made soldier’s toes curl and warm sparkles glow on the bottom of 
his feet. when demo squeezed, more blood soaked into soldier’s fatigues and licked the wood below. 


the wind picked up and the squelch of intestines in demo’s hand was masked by the creak of the wood around 
them until demo squeezed harder. 


“gonna make ‘em pop!” soldier laughed. thrill or ripping capillaries made his stomach roll. 


demo laughed and then demo’s knuckles went white as he squeezed. soldier’s intestines were crushed until the 
strain of pressure and air and organ against organ became too much and they burst, leaking all over demo's. 
hand. 


“that’s shit, man,” soldier said, laughing. demo squeezed again and leaned over to peer deeper into soldier’s 
chest and watched soldier’s heart skip a beat and then start to slow to a flutter. the heart, exposed as it was, 
looked weirdly small 
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“you’re gonna go into shock, mate,” demo said, still holding soldier’s limp guts. a glance at soldier’s pale face 
confirmed it, even as it twisted into a haughty confusion. 


“7 knew it was comin’! doc’s always telling me that, too, but i know i’m gonna die, i’m not shocked—” 
“BLOOD shock,” demo corrected. “your body, ya fud, not your peabrain, freaks out and gets all cold and sick. 
you don’t...” demo laughed, completely amazed. soldier laughed, too, excited that demo was laughing at him 
with all soldier’s guts still in his hand. “how long you been here again?” 

“492 days,” soldier said. 

“.. that’s like... how many months?” demo let go of soldier’s guts to wipe his hand off on soldier’s pants. the 
guts dribbled down soldier’s stomach and slid off his thigh until they landed on the dirty boards below, connec- 
tive tissue stretched and torn. 

“...1 came in september,” soldier said, having to think much harder about that. 

thoughts of autumn wind and red-gold trees broke any concentration they could have gathered to divide 492 
days into twelve months. a january blast of wind made the frayed skin at the end of demo’s various stumps 
shake like those imagined leaves. he leaned back to hit his head against the wall and close his eye. soldier’s eyes 
slid around the messiest knot of his small intestines as he imagined it sitting in his stomach. 

“shit,” demo sighed. 

“you get it off your hand?” 

“... yeah, but not what i meant. i’m gonna die of shock, too.” 

“yeah.” 

“{ thought the dispenser might be enough.” 

“Tt’s downstairs, man.” 

“it’s magic, and it kept us going this long. engie hasn’t broken it yet...” 

“still downstairs.” 

“yeah... still... downstairs.” 

the wind creaked again and blew away the metallic hum. something bright first licked the shell of demo’s ear 
and then buried in deeper like a worm. a million bullets raining down on thin strips of tin and wobbling. his 
head frothed white with vibration and sound. 

“ENGIE!” 

demo jumped and winced, feeling like a beer bottle about to tip over, froth bubbling down the neck. 

“the fuck are you shouting about?” 


“if engie hears us, maybe he can move the dispenser.” 


“he’s not gonna hear us,” demo said, dragging his head against the wall behind him only to grunt when the 
wood began to chew through his hair. “he’s already gone back inside, i betcha.” 
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“he could come back if he wanted to,” soldier argued. 

“they’re... im not gonna fuss at ya if you’re gonna be this thick. i7Il just die to prove it.” 

“don’t do it on purpose,” soldier said very seriously. “if you die on purpose, then that’s cheating.” 

demo scoffed and spat at his blown off limbs. the urgency of his breathing ebbed. 

“yeah, alright. not gonna be long now anyway.” 

“yeah, then we'll play cards.” 

“yeah.” 

soldier sat uncomfortably in the silence that stretched between them. the roaring in his ears hadn’t gone away, 
but it was slowing down. what had once been a waterfall was now a trickle. soldier looked down and watched. 
his torn guts bleed in waves. gently, weakly, soldier gathered up his guts and tried to put them back in the hole 
in his torso. somehow, even though they had less in them than before, they didn’t want to go back in. soldier’s 
hands were slippery with shit and blood and weird organ juice. 

“help me shove ‘em back,” soldier finally ordered, turning to demo. 

demo’s eye stared blankly up ahead. soldier followed its gaze and saw nothing but wood and bent nails. 


“... okay,” soldier said. “time to go, son. we are going to go downstairs to the dispenser and heal up and go back 
to the base.” 


soldier used both hands to keep his guts from dragging on the floor as he got up. staggering back into the comer, 
soldier let out a low whine as his head spun. there wasn’t any blood there anymore. 


“just... just down the stairs,” soldier muttered. “ENGIE!” 


the sound of his own teeth grinding was all soldier could hear now. soldier’s heart had nearly stopped and his 
blood was guided by gravity alone, pooling downwards. his guts oozed dull colors until soldier let them drop. 
they fell to the ground in a splat, pulling at things inside him that were thick and corded and wet. 


“let’s go!” 


with a yell, soldier tricked his body into moving quickly. slow fingers grabbed demo and soldier fell as he 
tried to push demo’s body away and down the stairs. soldier cried out in victory as he heard demo’s limp body 
bounce downstairs. the dispenser trail stretched out to reach him. 


“we're gonna play cards!” soldier shouted. it was his turn. his heart was stopping. soldier staggered to the top 
of the stairs and looked down. the dispenser’s light was already reaching out for them. soldier laughed and let 
himself fall. 


unpleasant crunches followed heavy thumps until soldier’s head cracked against the ground. he came toa stop 
in the dust right next to the dispenser. 





when the vultures heard nothing but the wind, they flew over and greeted the two dead men dreaming of playing 
gin rummy. 
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Heart to Heart 
by Motte 


“There s nothing more intimate than sharing a meal.” 


They’re down in Medic’s infirmary, hands 
digging around Heavy’s insides for little more than 
recreation, when Medic says, so very casually, “I 
wonder what you would taste li and for a moment 
Heavy thinks he might finally be losing his mind. 

The resulting shock shoots through his body, 
from his wide open chest down to the very tips of his 
toes, electrifying in its intensity. It’s par for the course 
that Medic will talk when he’s got his hands wrapped 
around Heavy’s guts; talk of artificial life extension, 
invincibility, how, one day, he will elevate them both to 
godhood and whatever lies beyond. It’s soothing, almost, in 
its familiarity. But now, with one little sentence, Medic has 
managed to knock the air out of Heavy’s exposed lungs. 

“Reports on the taste of human flesh are terribly 
inconsistent, did you know that?” Medic goes on, in that far- 
off tone that carries benefit for his ears alone. “Not to mention 
scarce! I mean, how hard is it to pick up a pen and take some ( 
notes? You'd think these people were illiterate.” 

He rambles on — and on, and on, and on. “Know who 
knows what people taste like?” Heavy eventually cuts him off. 
“Your bird. When he nests in open chest, he nibbles sometimes. He 
wonders same thing you do.” 

Medic leans over him with a smile. “Wie der Herr, so sein 







Gescherr, nicht wahr?” he says, gives Heavy’s cheek a hearty pat. “But it’s getting late, and I’ve kept you long 
enough.” He straightens back up to get the Medigun in position. “Let’s call it a night.” 





It bothers him for days. What would he taste like? He’s never thought about that before, and he actively tries 
not to until Medic sneaks his way into his dreams that night. 

They’re out under the setting desert sun as Heavy watches Medic sink his bare teeth into a corpse in a ripped 
flak vest, a bandolier caught under its arm, tearing into it like a starving animal. He keeps eating, and Heavy keeps 
watching, weirdly detached, as Medic drops to his hands and knees, fingers digging into the sand as he coughs and 
chokes, arms shaking as his body convulses. 

He writhes in agony as the skin above his spine audibly breaks, bones cracking as they shift to accommodate 
whatever's clawing its way through his shoulder blades. The protrusions are slim and pointy, sprouting shaggy 
feathers as they unravel; deep brown wings fluttering in the mild evening breeze. 

The metaphor is so on the nose that Heavy can’t help but feel it’s insulting to them both, and he wakes up — a 
little amused, a lot irritated, and sadly sure he knows what to do next. 





Medic is — delighted, is the only word that comes to mind. His face lights up, pupils dilating as he wastes no 
time getting Heavy’s shirt off, gets him on the operating table and jumps to straddle his waist, slices him open with 
hands trembling in excitement. 

Medic lets him pick an organ, and Heavy, uncertainly, settles on his liver. It’s the only one he’s ever tried — 
there are better parts to a bear, but beggars can’t be choosers in the frozen tundras of Siberia. 
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Medic, surprisingly, does not care for liver. “But as with so many other things in life, I’m sure it’s a taste that 
can be acquired, ja?” 

He cuts it loose with a few quick slices, gently smooths it with his thumb as he extracts it from Heavy’s guts. 
He holds it high; their eyes meet; the air grows tense around them, heavy with anticipation. 


Medic holds his gaze, brings the liver up to his face, and Heavy curses in every language he knows. 
“Just like that?” he asks, dumbfounded. “Really, Doktor? That what you want?” 
Medic lifts his brow in obvious disappointment. “I take it you’ve changed your mind?” 


“No.” Heavy shakes his head. “No, have not changed mind — but Doktor, do not eat it raw! Is very 
unhealthy, and tastes bad, too.” 


They argue a lot that night, Medic insisting that it’s fine, perfectly safe for consumption, and Heavy trying to 
get through to him that it’s not, and that it will leave him nauseous. 

Medic, naturally, brushes off all concerns and ends up eating it raw. He bites off bits and pieces, smearing his 
face as he chews through it, swallows like it’s a delicacy. It must be making him sick, it must be, Heavy knows, he 
knows, he’s had to eat raw meat before... but there’s an undeniable fascination as he watches Medic feast, watches 
him devour, and it keeps his mouth shut. 

Medic eats nearly half before he gets Heavy fixed back up, who watches in disbelief as Medic wraps the 
remaining half in tinfoil and puts it in the fridge. 


“Very romantic,” Heavy comments, grimacing. 


It earns him a smile, a pinch of his cheek, and a cheerful, “I try!” 





Heavy dreams again that mght — of Medic ripping into his lifeless body with less intensity, savoring every 
bite. He still keels over as his spine bends, the wet scraping of bone on flesh ringing in Heavy’s ears. But the wings 
grow out smooth, feathers a bright white, tips shimmering golden in the rising morning sun. 

Still a heavy-handed metaphor, but it’s an improvement. And, as Heavy now knows, more accurate, too. He 
wakes feeling content in a way he can’t quite put into words, and just a little horny. 

Medic does as Heavy asked the second time around, brings a camping cooker he borrowed from the 
Engineer. Who, apparently, was very eager not to know what they needed it for once he learned surgery was 
involved. 


“You think Engineer knows?” Heavy wonders aloud as his sternum cracks once more. 
“Possibly.” Medic shrugs. “Then again, I could just be using it to boil my instruments. Would it bother you?” 
Heavy hums in thought. “No,” he decides, relaxing into the table, “not at all.” 


Medic takes his liver again that night, uncharacteristically predictable. “It’s easiest to prepare, I guess,” he 
says as he fries it, serves it seasoned with just a bit of salt and pepper — and Heavy has to admit he was right. 

It’s a slow process, the situational thrill long gone by the time it’s done, and the pungent smell makes his 
stomach churn. It looks like any other slab of meat they might find wrapped in plastic in their weekly provisions, 
something soulless, mass-produced and sold cheaply at a store. 

There’s nothing interesting about this, and Heavy voices his displeasure as he watches Medic eat his meal 
with much less enthusiasm than before. 


They ditch the camping cooker. 
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Medic’s enthusiasm returns full force; he takes Heavy’s kidneys, his liver once more, his left lung — the 
shortness of breath that comes with the last one is a powerful reminder of the fragility of the body, and Heavy 
decides his lungs are off limits. 


Now, tonight, there is but one more organ left to try. The most significant, the most poetic. 


“My heart,” Heavy says when Medic settles atop him as he always does, asks the same question he always 
asks. “Take my heart, Doktor. Want you to have it.” 

Medic rolls up his sleeves with a smile. “Well, isn’t that sweet,” he says, and falls silent again. Like he 
doesn’t believe it. Like he doesn’t want it. 

Heavy grabs a gentle hold of his wrist. “I mean it,” he insists. “Want you to take it out. Want to see it 
become part of you.” 

Medic shakes his hand loose, places both at the edge of the table beside Heavy’s head as he leans over him. 
“Tt will kill you,” he says, watching him intently. “As soon as I turn off the Medigun, you will die. I have no spares 
to fix you with, and I certainly won’t be able to put it back this time.” 

“T will be back,” Heavy says, even if the thought gives him pause. There’s always a bit of uncertainty 
in dying, a lingering doubt about the respawn system’s supposedly flawless functionality. But he pushes those 
thoughts aside. “Is just for tonight. Tomorrow I will be stronger remembering the sight of you.” 

Medic watches him a moment longer before his smile returns, spreads into a grin. Their kiss is short and 
sweet, and Medic’s hands are brimming with excitement as he goes for the scalpel. 

Heavy’s chest breaks apart as it ever has, as it will again after tonight, and Medic takes a good long moment 
to marvel at his insides. Heavy never got the fascination, but his heart rate picks up nonetheless, and his skin starts 
prickling knowing Medic can see each hammering beat and nervous flutter. 


“Beautiful,” Medic remarks, and then his hands wriggle inside. 


It’s not the first time he’s taken it out: Heavy knows the necessary cuts, knows the names of all the veins 
and arteries by now, what purpose each one serves. How will it taste? Not great, probably. But this is a symbolic 
act, a gift for Medic, and he seems more than eager to receive it. 

There’s the familiar hollowness that comes with organ removal, the overwhelming imperfection of 
something so vital being torn from its nghtful place. Medic sets his scalpel aside to cup Heavy’s heart in his hands: 
it’s still beating, pumping leftover blood as the Medigun keeps it alive, and he wastes no time tearing into it like a 
starving animal after all, biting off bits and pieces of the sinewy, chewy flesh. 

And, despite his initial hang-ups, Heavy watches. Watches his heart in Medic’s hands, in his mouth, going 
down his throat, blood running down his chin, until he calms himself after several bites, sits up straighter to take a 
deep breath. He mumbles something Heavy can’t quite make out, licks the blood off his fingertips. 





“Is good?” Heavy asks, because it’s all he can think to say. 


Something mildly unhinged passes over Medic’s face before his features soften, and his eyes regain focus. 
“It’s divine,” he sighs. “Would you like to try it?” 

Heavy regards his heart in Medic’s hands. It stopped beating a while ago, torn beyond recognition, covered 
in blunt, desperate teeth marks. It’s poetic still — ripped and squelched, hanging limply in the palm of Medic’s hand. 
Beautiful inits own right, but not something he feels the urge to put anywhere near his mouth. 


“Ah, no.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes.” 

Amoment of silence passes between them. 
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“This is not just about taking,” Medic says, leaning closer to his face. “It’s just as much about giving. We’re 
not doing this for me. We’re... exchanging.” 


“Actually, Doktor, this is just for you,” Heavy tells him. “Medic asks, I provide. Am not going to eat own 
heart.” He shakes his head. “Would not make sense anyway, if you are wanting this to be exchange.” 


Medic’s face brightens. “Would you like to try mine?” 
“Bah, nyet! Would not like to try anything like that.” 


Medic reaches for the scalpel again, cuts off a piece of Heavy’s heart. He smooths it between his thumb and 
forefinger, brings it close for him to see. “It’s surprisingly tender,” he comments as Heavy cranes his neck back 
further. 


“That’s good,” Heavy says. “Answer is still no.” 
Medic leans in even closer. “Just a nibble?” 


Heavy takes a deep breath before he reaches an arm around Medic’s back, pulls him close. “No,” he says, 
calm and controlled, “but can offer you this instead.” 

He pulls Medic in by the back of his head, and their lips meet like they’ve done many a night spent 
exploring and extracting the deepest parts of Heavy’s body. Maybe it will be enough if he licks his own blood off of 
Medic’s tongue, tastes what Medic tasted by proxy. 

One of Medic’s hands comes up to scrape across his busted ribcage, fingers digging into the ridges, tracing 
the sawed-off edges. Heavy’s breath hitches, a phantom fluttering where his heart would be if he hadn’t just given 
it away so freely, hadn’t offered himself up on a silver platter. Medic’s fingers curl tight enough around his ribs to 
make them crack, and the noise jolts Heavy out of his thoughts. 

They part, just a little breathless as Medic rests his elbow next to Heavy’s head, rests his chin in his hand as 
he grants him an honest smile. And Heavy smiles right back, a chuckle rumbling through his wide open chest as he 
gently strokes Medic’s back. 


Until Medic holds up what remains of Heavy’s heart again. “How about now?” 
Heavy rolls his eyes, lifts a hand to gently push him off. 


“Ach, fine!” Medic huffs, plopping the piece he cut off before into his own mouth like a party snack. “Be 
like that, then.” 

Heavy tries to bend his ribs back into position as Medic tries to straighten his clothes, climbs down from 
the operating table to get the Medigun in position once more. “Would you like me to ease the process?” he asks, 
carefully setting the remnants of Heavy’s heart in an unlabeled petri dish. 

Heavy considers what his help might entail — an injection, probably, something to cloud his senses and help 
him slip over peacefully instead of... whatever is to come. He’s never died of heart removal before. 

“No,” he says after a moment of consideration. “Can take whatever happens. Just turn off Medigun when 
you are ready.” 

Medic nods, wipes his hands on his pants. He leans down again, over Heavy’s face. “Thank you,” he says, 
tunning a thumb over Heavy’s cheekbone. “And you’re welcome.” 


Heavy huffs. “Was just for you. This is not my fantasy.” 


Medic laughs, mockingly, kisses him once more before Heavy can start an argument over this. “Whatever 
you say,” Medic concedes as he leans over him to flip the switch. “Good night, my dear. I will see you tomorrow.” 


One last smile, one last deep breath. “Good night, Doktor.” 














Shot Through The Heart 


by TeratoMarty 
illustrated by Glitch Pirate 


Sniper and Spy kill each other repeatedly, in a rivalry with unintended consequences. 


“Are you in love with the BLU Spy, maggot?” 

Sniper had more or less dozed off during Soldier’s tirade. They’d lost the match, that was bad, didn’t need some 
Yank shouting at him to pick up on that. Now, though, his akubra tilted up a fraction, revealing a sliver of ice- 
blue eye. 

“Wot.” 

“T SAID, you’re in love with the BLU Spy, following him all over the map in clear dereliction of duty-” 


Sniper stood up. He might not be as burly as the American, but he had reach on him and could definitely slap 
some manners into his mouth. 


“Slim, siddown,” Engineer held his hands up in a pacifying gesture. “I appreciate you watching out for that 
snake, but it would be tactically advantageous for you to spread your focus some. Their Scout, for instance, is a 
teal nuisance, keeps nippin’ at Heavy and Doe, pushin’ ‘em into their Demo’s sticky bomb traps.” 


Heavy nodded mournfully. “Little man has learned to keep mouth shut, ran in and shot Doktor before I saw.” 


“We all have things we could work on,” Engineer nodded. “I'll try to get the teleporter closer to the front so’s 
you don’t have to truck that gun so far.” The debrief broke up, much more productively than it had begun. 


The next day, Sniper swore he’d spread his fire more. He kept a kill count- Scout, Spy, Pyro, Scout- beautiful 
clean headshot on their Heavy, forehead on him like a table- Medic, gut-shot Spy, Demo, Scout again. 


“Do I bore you, mon ami?” Sniper froze as hot smoke tickled his ear. “Are you so fickle as to forget me?” 
Sniper spun round, kukri touching nothing as it made a wide arc. “Show yourself, ya viper.” 


“Oh, so you do want to see me.” That velvet French accent- behind him, of course. A bony arm locked around 
Sniper’s neck, and a knife pricked his back through his clothing. 


“T shot you in your rotten guts,” Sniper rasped. “Watched you bleed out all over the field.” Shifting his hips, he 
felt a line of heat against his thigh, burning through both his jeans and Spy’s silk suit. 


“And now I have come to return the favour. How do you want it? In the lungs? The kidneys?” 
Sniper tested Spy’s grip- no give. Wiry little sod, Sniper had to give him that. 
“Ah, I know just the thing,” Spy purred. For a split second, Sniper felt a prickle against the back of his neck- 


32 


then nothing. He saw Spy’s arms release him, felt himself falling, but couldn’t rouse his limbs to do bugger-all 
about it. 


“What-” he wheezed. Even his lungs were acting strangely. 


‘I’ve severed your spine. Rather deftly, if 1 do say so.” Spy walked into Sniper’s field of view, the erection 
straining against his pants aimed at the same angle as his pistol. “Bonne nuit, mon cher.” 


Sniper respawned with an erection of his own, despite the usual slight nausea of being raised from the dead. 
That snake would pay. 


ext day, Sniper scaled a water tower with his bow and a full quiver. He challenged himself to match his head- 
ot ratio with the rifle- arrow after arrow, straight through the enemies’ eyes. Killing time as well as BLUs, 
waiting for his chance. 


w 


He didn’t have to wait long. A flicker of motion where none had been before- Spy decloaking to stab the RED 
Engineer. While the Texan was still falling, Sniper sent a heavy-tipped arrow down to nail Spy to the wall. It 
went through his shoulder- not lethal, not meant to be. Sniper followed it with another through the guts, anda 
third through the thigh, all biting into the wall behind the man. The descending angle of the shafts meant that 
Spy couldn’t escape by breaking the arrows. Sniper shouldered his bow and left the roost to amble across the 
field. 


Morning, Spook.” His smile was crooked, exposing a pointed eyetooth. 


Bushman,” Spy nodded, then groaned. 


‘Martyrdom’s a good look on you.” Sniper caught the wrist of Spy’s uninjured arm and held it to the wall above 
his head. 


o-one has ever accused me of sainthood before.” Blood trickled from Spy’s mouth. 


Stepping in closer, Sniper grabbed the arrow in Spy’s guts and yanked. Spy screamed, but the arrow did not 
budge. “Good shot, that.” Sniper pressed his thigh against the other man. 





Fils de pute.” 


Leaning his whole weight on the arrow, Sniper snapped it off. Spy screamed again, followed by a torrent of 
curses and a rush of blood. Sniper threw the broken shaft away and pushed a finger into the wound. 


“Yes,” he hissed as Spy sobbed. Unable to stop himself, he kissed the other man, shoving his tongue into his 
enemy’s mouth. He was shocked and thrilled when Spy kissed him back. Only when the sweetness of the kiss 
turned bitter did he realise- cyanide. Hooking his arms around Spy’s body, he clung to him as the convulsions 
of death took them both. He respawned with ringing ears and a fire burning under his skin. 

“Snipes, what the Hell was that?” Scout had respawned a moment after him. 

“What?” 

“You and that Spy...” 
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“Got too close. He poisoned me on his way out.” 


“Real freakin’ close.” Scout was eyeing him sidelong under the brim of his cap. It wasn’t so much that Scout 
had seen, it was that he never stopped talking. Wouldn’t do to let word like that get around. 


Sniper avoided the Spy after that, stayed up high, killed mainly by headshot, changed roosts frequently. He 
only ever shot Spy through the heart, always a quick, clean kill. 


He remained discreet for a few days. As expected, Spy tracked him to his nest eventually. 


“Why are you ignoring me, Bushman?” 


“Next week,” was all Sniper said, killing him quickly. 


“Next week?” was Spy’s enraged retort when he returned after another day of Sniper refusing to kill him. 
“Five days, to be exact,” Sniper nodded before killing him again. 


This went on for a week, until finally it was Saturday. Sniper spent the day erratically raining arrows on Spy, 
seldom hitting him, never killing him, until the evening drew toward cease-fire. He tied a note to an arrow, 
heldit in his drawn bow until Spy uncloaked. The French man was clearly scanning the roofs of the RED base. 
Sniper fired. 


Find me,” the arrow said. 
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yy did find him, high up in a watchtower. “Bushman, you drive me mad.” Spy drew his knife. 
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[oo late by half, mate,” Sniper grinned, unsheathing his kukri. 





Spy feinted a feint, but Sniper saw through the double ruse and slapped the knife out of his hand with the flat of 
his larger blade. Shoving a hand up under what remained of Spy’s guard, he grabbed his throat, slamming him 
against the wall. He paused, panting, thigh between Spy’s legs, tip of the kukri pressed to his enemy’s stomach. 


Locking eyes with Sniper, Spy mouthed, “Do it, savage.” 


The kukri ripped in and up, gutting Spy. His arms fell around Sniper’s shoulders, clinging to him for support. It 
was only after yanking open his fly that Sniper felt the slither of the garotte around his neck. Spy pulled hard, 
drawing himself close, impaling himself on Sniper’s cock. 


“Mon ennemi bien-aimé,” Spy gasped. “I have waited so long.” 


Sniper drove into Spy, vision narrowing to the wash of blood where their bodies met. Spy seemed to weigh 
nothing as Sniper held him against the wall, and Sniper felt himself in danger of floating away as Spy strangled 
him. He burned with pleasure and oxygen deprivation as he began to thrust. Spy’s moans came to him as if 
from a distance- Heaven, or Hell. 


When his pace grew erratic, Spy let his hand slip on the garotte. A rush of air in his lungs threw every detail 
into crystal clarity- Spy’s laboured breath, one whte scrap of shirt, the rush of red sticking their thighs together. 
With a ragged cry, Sniper shoved hard and fast into the yielding mass of Spy’s guts. 
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Spy was whispering, he realised, sweet words in a rough voice even as his lips grew white and shadows deep- 
ened under his eyes. Sniper didn’t understand half of it, but when he heard the other man gasp “mon amour, s’il 
vous plait-” his head reeled in a way that was only partially due to suffocation. 


Spy’s eyes rolled back and his hand dropped from the garotte, Sniper drew a ragged breath, which left again in 
a triumphant shout. He came, spilling over Spy’s spilling guts. Even as the final spasms shook through him, he 
saw Spy’s hand come up, unsteadily aiming his revolver. The blinding flash was like another orgasm, 








Sniper respawned, lay down on the floor and lit a cigarette. He wondered about the Spy, over in the BLU base. 
Was he sitting in Respawn, too, smoking his own cigarette? Could he have just walked out of the room like 
nothing had happened, adjusting his once-again flawless shirt? Was he thinking of Sniper, too? 


Fuck, Sniper realised, He was in love with the BLU Spy. 
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interviews 


by Deflectric 


Please introduce yourself to our zine readers. 


DISTASTY: I'm Distasty. I'm currently trying out my hand with writing, but I dabble 
with ltl of everything, 





JYLIET: hello, readers) i'm jyliet, {started exploring media through writing 1S years 
‘ago with ncopets roleplaying forums! i would roleplay as different ty show and anime 
characters uni i eventually gained the skills write full stories on my own. my fanee 
{introduced me to hortor and if eatly om in ou relationship, and look at me now: 








MOTTE: 
6 years now! 





ind I've een into TF: 





. I'm Mote, the world’s slowest fic writ for about 





TERATOMARTY? I am TeratoMarty, Ihave soen al of the Discourse before, possibly 
several times, and do not care to sing along anymore. {collect skulls, and have a job that 
has put me in charge of many more skulls than I ever hoped to own privat 














(CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE: Hallo! I'm Lahi, also known as Captain Solsikke, 'm ay 
fella ftom Argentina who always has lt in their mind and who's curently tying to 
figure out what the hell todo wit their life, I've also always dravwn a lot for some reason, 
Hope y'all enjoy all the love we got to offer inthis zine <3 
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CHAMBONIZER: People call me Jaks, [also go by Chambonizer on etal media. 1 
Tove cartoons and heavy metal. 1 like to draw fun characters. Nice to meet you! 








GLITCHPIRATE: Hello! Thanks for reading our zine! My mame i Ana ot Glitch 
goby both) and I'm ail Hungarian artist who enjoys drawing simple (but funky colored) 
ilustrations of their OCs and fave characters/shows/musie/games which change every 
year. Nothing too serious, 'm just hereto have a good time. 











GROOVYOCELOT: Hello! I'm groovy! This is my frst time on a zine, I'm really excit- 
‘edabout everything! Nice to meet you all! I'm kinda shy since I don't interact so openly 
with fandoms and such, but I teally love to see the emhusiasm and love put into each work 
displayed here! 





MANNTREADS: I'm Manniceads, and I'm tans artist in my’ mid 208 living in the 
southern US. I love horror and gore and TF2 as wel, clearly 











XSSDLEBA 





ey! I go by n33dlebabe! I'm just an edgy visual artist 


ONAIROO: Hello For SEM community I'm mostly known as ONAIROO. I decided to 
run SoureeFilmmaker quite a few years ago and can't stop ever since, because there's too 
‘many 00! ideas Fean implement, 





PHTNME: Hil I'm PHTNM, also known as Ghouul! I'm aillstration major @ my cam- 
‘pus and I love using washi ape in my pieces Ihave way too much, 








PYAPYA: Hello, 'm Pyapya, Aka Egg_Merchant! I'm a big fan of gore and glory so 
‘What could be better than being a soldier main? 





SPILLINGDOWN: Hello! I'm spllingdown, P'm an artist who's been drawing fora very 


looae and decided to fully dedicate their fandom 


Tong time, but only relatively recently 


time to selfindulgence and rot works 


WHAT DISTASTY DID 










Please tell us how long 
you've been in the TF2 
fandom, and how you were 
introduced. Was it via the 
‘game, comics, SFMs, or 
another way? 





DISTASTY: I've boon into TF2 since 
it's launch on Orange Bas. It was one of 
‘my artist friends that suggested I ply, 
and Io utterly hooked. It was the first 
‘compliers I've ever really played to 
the point I remember literally playing 


through Half Life 2 10 leam how to use 
keyboard eonttols so Lwould be beter at 


the game 
T stopped playing fora Tong time and left 
the findom when TF2chan had a giant 
ing out and general change of man 
‘agement, but eame back to both the game 
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nd the fandom in 2018 because one of my really old fies had a fanbase ofall things 
ada person commission me to start working on it again which was enough to get me 
off my ass and back ereating ag 





SYLIET: one of puck’s roommates showed him shippy stuff on tumble and he fell into 
the fandom that way in late 2012. thet comics hadn't started yet, bu the update comies 
were around. i didn’t join the fandom until several months later, finally suecumbing 
afer watching all the meet the meres videos and paying attention. i'm not good at video 
‘games, so it was even later when i started actually playing. but i did try really hard and 
now i'm a good medie main, 
















MOTTE: My first contact with the TF2 fandom was years earlier, but I didn’ ook into 
it then. It's just that Medie in lingerie was all over social medi at the time. Then in 2014 
Teame across a TF2 video on youtube, vaguely recognized the character, and finally 
decid to chock the source material because I liked his design! 





TERATOMARTY: Ihave been in this fandom since 2010, 1 fist found TF2 eontent in 
chan and was immedi o the diverse east of big violent meatheads, which 
appears to he my’ eo ‘orientation, [followed the tail of smutty breaderumbs 
to TF2chan, and began posting fanie almost at ones. 1 actually enjoyed the culture of 
xd¥ comments and robust eriticism; nobody there was baselessly cruel to me, and their 
unvarnished opinions made mea beter white, 



















CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE: I got into TF2 in January of 2019! Yes, Pm baby, My brother 
stumbled across the Meet the Spy video while browsing through his YouTube feed, He 
ain't a TF2 fan, but I was hanging out in his bedroom and he showed me the video euz 
he was bored snd thought I'd like it | immediately got really into it and watched om 
repeat the Mect the Team videos fo three days. Then I devided to go to the TF2 hashtag 
on Tumblr. Then {started doing fanart. And then a week later [finally decided to try the 
‘game! 











CHAMBONIZER: I remember it was back in early 2010°s, [used to look fanart of these 
charaeters everywhere and I was very curious to know where they were from, until [got 
to sce the trilers ofeach ofthe characters then [reali why everyone was loving them, 
and I started loving them as well haha. Then I got to know sfis, I first thought they were 
oficial! People ate so talented! That got me loving the characters more, TL:DR. It was 
rmstly the trailers and sfms that I used to watch alot atthe time 





GLITCHPIRATE: Not so long, only 4 years! While ist heatd of TF2 when it went 
fe to play in 2011, I wasn't too interested in FPS games back then. Fast forward t0 

2016, [randomly eame across gameplays on YouTube ad thought to myself “Oh hey 1 
remember this ame. This looks actually fun now. AND it's fre, Let's do this." So it was 
rather games only the rest came aftet! 

















GROOVYOCELOT: [think I'ma prety recent fan, the first time I eame across TF 
might have been like 20127 Lused to se alot of gifs on tunglr and alot of sexy Fanart, 
on deviantart, was in love with the character designs! Later I learned that they were 
fom an online game, and since my pe was real old, [never tried playing, also I get super 
ansious_ about online games in general fo, sinee I'm no good at gaming haha, so l was 
lays lurking for fanart and gifs and funny’ videos 











MANNTREADS: I got into TE: 2012) because my roommate 
was really into tat the time and kept trying to convince me to play it. didn't want to 
at fist because T didn’t think I liked first person shooters but eventually I tried it since it 
was fre and was prety much obsessed ever sinee ‘. factually played t with a trackpad 
for probably at Least the frst year I got into it, not sure why it took me s0 long to get a 
‘mouse. But anyway she showed me the comics/meet the team vids once I got into the 
ame, plus she sent me fanfic and fanart, so [got into shipping the meres pretty quick 
aller that haha °) 

















NSSDLERABI 
ve actually only ever played the game once! Though 1 would love to play it more, until 1 
have a way I decided to choose to get into the story ofthe game! 





{ye probably been inthe fandom for only just over two veats, Lean’t exactly remem- 
ber how I got into it, though forthe longest time Fd see fanart of these weitd looking 
charaeters with guns and funny hats, So I finally thought I'd look ito it and immediately 
fallin love! 


1m most familiar with the offic 
ofthe sims! 


comics, I've read them all few times over, anda on 





ONAIROO: It as about 7 years ago. I just saw a slash fanart of snipersspy and decided 
to find out what game they were from and give ita ty. TF2 was actually the ist online 
‘game lever played. And, to be honest, I'm glad it was this game, not something else 
Because it give me A LOT of way’ for selerealisation without mush rage quitting and 
bullying and ect I met an infinitely talented and inspiring family 











PHINTME: I've been in the tf2 fandom since Th grade (so, late 2013), and put iton the 
buck burner afterwards, but I'm stil really into the comics and character! Twas intto- 








duced by a gmod video ({ forgot which one, just know everyone went bowling) and I heard 
a Gerinan-accented voice (Ispeak german, s0 Iwas intrigued on who it was) and so I looked 
vp the franchise, saw which character it was, listened to their voicelines~and I went down the 
iB rabbithale 


PYAPYA: I've bem playing since around 2018 (better late than never!) TF2is one ofthe first 
PC gazmee! tned and it wae AWESOME! | actually got hooked by Expiration Date, a frend 
rounded up our group and made us all watch ittogether and Ihaven't been the same since 
‘The comics realy got me into the wacky lore and characters, TF2 truly is one of the most 
‘uniquely tlenous games out there. 


SPILLINGDOWN: Ihave not been in this ftom very long 2 all. I've known about the 
game for as long as I've had a Steam account, and by seeing the litle orange box at computer 
stores. Back around the early 2010s my friends would all play together, bu I dida’t join in 
bbecauce my computer couldn't run the game. 

guess I could say I've been inte this Eandom since SCUMSUCK had their scontspy 
renaissance Their work is what actudly got me interested in checking out the hat simulator 

Itwae all exclusvely an interes in derivative works until October 2018, when [frst 
played the game ({ didi for Merasmus, of course). I'm not too good at video games, so only 
really play when the Helloween eventrolls around. 


What's your perception of the TF2 fandom ? How has it 
changed over tine? 


DISTASTY: The changes have been homifc and depressing 
‘When I restarted, | hada’t really been doing any fandom stuf. read a few fanfics from time 
to time, butpretty much kept my nose clear of fandom discourse until Istated attracting and 
meeting new folks. The whole mood hae changed. There was always a dumb “elitism” in the 
‘TF? fandom even from the get go, which funny enough, caused the chan to literally go up in 
‘lames, but the whale “moral police” aesthetic is sparkling new and prety discouraging 

‘The idea you could get death threats for fictional men hand holding the wrong way is anew 
and terible conceptto me. 

Eut yeah, I've talked to many aries and they literally ae too seared to post their work be- 
cause they don’t want tobe involved withthe discource It's Kinda sad how easy I had things 
‘back when Iwas an edgy youth, tbh, 


SYLIET; for context, neatly all ofmy experience with the fandom is fom tum. alot has 
changed i wasreal adjacent to some big intracommuuaty fghtsy uf on turablr sn mad 204 
that drove out alot ofthe f2 content cestrs alot of those creators had been inthe fandorn 
ssncet2chan and because they let so abruptly and ala once st els ike the remain fan 
dom losttouch withthe pre-comics days. think that’s why the newer waves ofthe fandom 
hold o tightly onto the comics as undeniable canon and why there are fewer scout abuse fis, 


MOTTE: 
‘The fandom wasin turmoil back when Ioined, butrejoiced when Expiration Date was 
released just a few weeks later | saw an absolute low and an absclute high within a very short 
time span. Overall the Fandom is smaller and alot quieter these days, but ats core t's sll, 
vvery fin and has some ofthe most creative fanworks I've ever seen, 


TERATOMARTY: I've seen the fandom increase and decrease, ously coresponding 
to the popularity ofthe game ise As with any fandom, bot nce flks and assholes have 
come and gone. I'm proud to say that my fiendshave not suffered fouls gladly, and have 
iced such raits and other bigots ae we have encountered. I am sad 0 say tht he pro- 
scnptive morality exhibited by cancd cltue and SESTA-FOSTAlegidaion has diven away 
some truly tdented and delightful people. 


CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE: Oot. fandoms. What atopic. Always bem big into fiction, never 
‘been much into fndome Even though I post my suff on the intemet and Ilove consuming 
at, fandoms aren’ usually my thing | justtend to follow a few isolated artists who make me 
‘happy and rant about what | like with my followers: That being said though, I cannot help but 
to be pat of fandoms, you know? 

want to define the TP2 fandom in a word or two but [really can't Ljust ee alotof 
repetition in dynamics and narratives and stuff its like people are trying to be cautious and 
faily-triendly in a game that’s anonsensicd bloodbath, Don't get me wrong though, there 
‘ze amazing creations and atiets out there, but to me It's justkind of aunivercd thing th 
there's alot of censorship (se censorship included) and shame in ay fandorn, 


Chambonizer's concept sketches 





(CHAMBONIZER: | think I'm aways very naive wath noticing fandom stuf, because 1 
mostly was into the content and hardly interacted with people online and staf (cause Inever 
‘new what to say haba); but the stuff | mostly noticed in the last yearsis more ofa general 
change in fandoms, the rise of people trying to cancel contents and people with avery 
orthodox moral discourse. These things have made the experience in fandoms in general more 
“scatter” [think 


GLITCHPIRATE: Outside of the few people I surround myself with in any fandom, Ihave 
very litte perception ofthe rest ofit (especially ifm not realy active anymore, which goes 
toTF2) This ead, it’s all been positive fr me ance the community hae eo many talented and 
hhardworlang people, it'shonesly so inspiring 


GROOVYOCELOT: think I've seen change, talking in general nd rom thei ve 
noticed recently 

[think back then in “12itwac all about the fin, the hot yacz, the silliness... Iused to cee 
‘alot of gorey and funny art, the sm crock. Ithink that I never saw the t€2 fandom spiral 
into the madness fandom in genera is nowadays, the most ‘discourse’ Lused to ae back then. 
‘was of people fighting over pyro being aman or woman, butnothing more..as Isad before, 
never engaged with fandom so much... was mostly in my bubble eating alently some of 
the mos ‘popular’ content from back then... But seeing people fighting over the canon and 
comics and lore and spysscoutsdadbecausethecomicSAYSsoSO YOUCANTSHIPMYFIC- 
TIONALMERCENARIES or whatever stufl...s ike the fin was sucked out fit... wish 
people would just chill and produce the content their hearts want to see instead of focusing on 
‘what they don't like 


MANNTREADS: I remember back then, for one, the fandom was just bigger lol. There 
‘ze stil aton of awesome creators in the fandom nowy but it’s definitely quieted down fom 
‘where it was back then. I thnk the biggest change I've seen though i I remember back then 
there was alot more openly edgy/gory/generally fucked up content that I don’t see as much 
now (Whichis exciting about this zine! It feels nosalgc forthe older days of TF2 Fandom!) 

remember when Scout abuse was a whole genre, and you'd see people purposefily trying, 
to wite the edgiest fanfic posable just fr the chock value. Cn the other hand, [think now [ 
see more vaned interpretations of the mercs, maybe because there's been more comics/SFMs 
released since then, or just change in fandom caltue, 'm not sure, but do like seeing the 
meres get more diverse characteriztions. [remember back then especially, l almost aways 
saw Soldier characterized as stereotypically “crazy”, mean, and usually bigoted, and while 
Tmnot eaying he can't/choulda't ever have those characteristics if that’s haw someone wants 
to explore his character, that seemed to be alllmost the oly way I saw him portrayed, and 
[think that influenced me not lieing Soldier mich until the comics started expanding on his 
character (and now he's my favorite) 


NSSDLEBABE: I ceeit a: very tonguein chee, and hilaiously stereotypical ofthe difer. 
ent cultures the characters represent! Also of course the crazy violence in the gameplay, I'm a 
hhuge fan of that! Whhen it comes to less obvious parts of the fandom, I also love it forit's ree 
‘expression in anks and homosesualty! I's a confidence boost for me to not be so afraid to 
express myselfin weird but safe ways. 


ONAIROO: Of course fel like I had an honor to look how generstions of players change 
“The biggest difference for me personaly is now we have apart of fandom who are certain 
that t2 is dead, But despite all ups and downs the community had, it remains pretty friendly 
‘and hopefil. Every time you ran a game, you fel like home and nothing can take from you. 
“The sane goes for content creators, 


PHNTM: Uhhh, from my perspective, it looks like it got smnller ever since Qverwatch 
cane out But Ithink people are coming back becaise of all the Overwatch drama. Butit still 
seems not as big ae it was when I went on timblr and saw everything 


PYAPYA: It's one of the most diverse and inclusive fandoms I've been in lots of people 
‘xe open to helping neweomers and chat about Exdora stl! I guess tha’ the reason we're 
sill going strong aftr all these years Of course I've seen some of the dark sdes of fandom, 
culture here too, there seems to be alot of confit between the purist and kinky sides that has 
cropped up lately. I won’t etthat get me dovin though, [mow what like and what I want to 
contribute 


SPILLINGDOWN: 1 don’t have much of an experience with the TF2 fandom, My contact 
‘wth other TF? fansis quite limited, but I do get stories shared with me every now and then, 
both shout the good old daye and of more recent events, I's unfortunately not avery positive 
impression, but that’s not relly suppasing, These days most fandoms that get even just 
moderately big end up ttacting al sorts of problems. [prefertoignere the big vague idea 
that fandom is armassive group of strangers supposedly belonging together because they like 
the same thing. “Fandom” is my fends, and they're prety awesome! 


How wouldyou describe your art? Who or what inspires you? 


DISTASTY: | would describe my artwork as a weird, unpolished grab bag thet vaguely 
stinks of old, chonen anime, I found snimation and fl tobe the biggest inspirations for my 
physical a, but find i's hader and harder to getthat same spark I felt when I was younger. 
[find my writingto be overly horny prose thats blatantly batter-dipped in dramatic tension, 
Foc writing, I get my inspo from music ALOT. For me, the ight music evokes emotions and 
Images and ideas and ittakes off like a wildfire. Just gives me so much to feed off and vente 
out 1 lke non-vocal music the best, but there are rare instances that lyrical songs get to me 
and for whatever reason those songs aways hit harder, 


SVLIET: lazy, maybe, capitalization makes my handeitch ater a while and my eentencet 
tend to meander i've written over 175,000 wordsin the past five months alone, so alot of 
hhowi wnteisjust practiced and consistent. 


perhaps the biggest influence on my writing style al the latin classesi took in high echool 


cover four years, took seven latin classes, one of those class was APatn back when the 
test was just on the aened. tthe beginning of the year, my teacher asked my class wheth- 
x we wanted to pass the test or learn about latin literature we opted forthe Latter instead 
of leaming ed latin vocabulary tobe able to translate blocks of texts, my teacher taight 
us about things lke polysyndeton, elphrasig andthe customary organization of aroman 
prayer. the idiosyncrasies oflatin poetry ae incredible. mowing these kinds of literary 
devices shapes how i phrase things in order to achieve acertan effect 


MOTTE: Thot shard to say Ithink rely alot on long sentences, lots of emotion 
‘whatever is going trough acharate’s heal 2 the ime. Jus aboutall ofmy fe feseure 
‘a unreliable narrator because I enjoy giving a detailed account ofhow they intespret a 
Situation, especialy fthey comet the wrong conclusions Butto be hones, I don't read 
alot of fiction and don’t now too much about profesaonal wing sles I modly ust 
Center my work around one ort sentences that! hink sound patclaly rice I want 
those to mace areal impression 


TERATOMARTY: will avoid citing my literary influences so as not to visit undue 
shame upon them. Iam inspired by Renaissance mementos mon, B movies, and my 
fiends’ excellent artwork. My writing style involves dressing my overheated fantasies in 
‘much purple prose as isavallable, then stapping it down to something that ismerely 
blue 


CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE: I guess my artrealy is an extension of myself, so there are so 
‘many things that influence it without me even noticing. Many times when T got a situation 
in my headto sort out, I get this raging need to draw. I don’t now iftha’s my mind trying 
ta avoid thinking about the complicated subject oriftha’s just how I process things. Late- 
ly I've been discovering that even when I don’t want to draw, Isl instinctively do, 

But, anyways, more specifically! Ast inspires me, stones, atustions, YouTube videos, mu- 
sic Lifeis inspiring. My inspirations are constantly shiBing, some of them are herein this 
ne! Skumuck specially as oflate. Also Sinix outside of that! He's basally my master 
(even though he does’t know it). Oh and Phil Hale, when [first saw his artitinstantly 
licked with me, I felt an immediste connection 


CHAMBONIZER: Uhzum... I would egy my atis very angular and cartoony. Man co 
‘much influences to mumber hahaha, but my biggest inspirations ae old animations like 
Hanna-Barbera cartoons, Ralph Bakhi, old balan and soviet animations, love Duan 
‘Vukoti¢ works and Ivan Masamov works, aso Sally Cruikshank stuff. Also expressionism 
and primativism, say Oswaldo Guayasamin, Kandisnky, Schiele..lso mangakas like Q 
Hayashida, Yusuke Murata and also all my Bend artists, love to see them everyday, they 
keep me motivated! 


GLITCHPIRATE: My artis simple, but colorful, cute and catoony but canbe sharp, a 
Tove to use eyestrain colors, My work is usualy glan, so [like ta spice it up with funky 
coloring. I's rather fun, nothing relly deep, As for my inspiraionsit's mostly music 
(otabe artists that have inspired me we Alestormn, Alice Cooper, Carpenter Brut and 
Dance with the Dead) and whatever media orinterest I'm obsessed vath at atime (which 
thas ranged ffom horror movies and horror games to cute games and anime). My visual 
{ngpiration comes fora various artist I see on social media every day, there are too many 
ofthem and they change almost every week. 





GROOVYOCELOT: WELLin short, damned video games and NARUTO YAOIZ are 
my bases LMAQ, then graphic design™™ put my feet on earth and taight me thet at is 
‘more than ‘TWILL DO ART AND DIE OF HUNGER’, and those form the two big parts 
of the monster Iam now. 

In general, I think my atis really messy, alot of wonky lines here and there, messy 
colonng... recently aperson called my att ‘quitky and chaotic” and [thought that was 
‘cool thought on my at, it might not be al ‘clean’ and perfect and solid but think that 
being messy can be good. 

‘As formy inspos and influences... think my main inspos on the ‘messy but NEAT” 
department are both Egon Schiele and Yoshitaka Amano. 

Inthe color department, my main influences are impressionism and expressionism, it 
smught be cliché but Van Gogh was a big hit forme. 

Also Basquiat was amind blown for me when they showed his at on auni dass. Louis 
‘Wan helped onthe fury department 


MANNTREADS: I'd say my artis usually tying to capture a dream state, atleast when 
'mnot drawing homy stuf. I've always been inspired by my dreams, butinterms of who 
inspires me... [eally lve Unomorale, Ithinkc he still has a Tusa, bute mosly posts 
his tuff on Instagram now andl've been obsessed with his at for years! He blends horny 
snd dreamy perfectly. Talking tomy fiance about our OCs also inspires me ) and roleplay. 
ing with those OCs, they're definitely a driving force behind alot of my NSFW art, even if 
Fm not drawing them directly ll 


NSSDLEBABE: My atis very westem comic/catoony I think, I definitely love extreme 
facial expressions that pull athe face, which hopefully you can see in my contnbution to 
the zine! Inspirations for my at come fom sooo many places. The at ofthe comic atist 
Scottie Youngis anotsble one, a6 well as Taketo Yamamoto, another horor atist Shintaro 
Kago, and Juni Roto name afew! 


ONAIROD: All arts from feelings 1 got fom my life, or musi, or artwotk, or sry, oF 
justmy thoughts Feeling: become sections and [put these sensations through the pace 
on characte that ts better fr them. And then in a process, usualy the story comes to my 
‘mind ike why th characteris sad or hay, arhov they ended wp in the atuaion they 
areinihe poster And, forthe final pa, jut make itlook as good as my dls allow. So, 
puting it together through my posters I'm trying to make people fel something make 
the moment they've real the tory bend it specal aud memorable. Foran example, when 
1'm posing ahug, I fee how tight orwam itis, and Iwan you to felit aswel 
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PHNTO'S character iterations. 


PHNTM: I would describe my art slike soft chaotic. Like I mainly use sot colors and 
there’ alot going on, but everything is arranged appropriately. That way, t doesn't hurt 
your eyes! Ihave afew artists the inspire me Kaneoya Sachiko, Hilean Shimoda Yamane 
Yoshitake, Tradd Moore, and Project C.K 

In Kaneoye's pieces there's this sensual vibe to everything Like, ffom the cheracter she 
eave to the things she puts him through, all have censual tones to them, Some we pi 

ups, some are subliminally sensual, and others ae obviously sensual—but it's not straight 
‘up pom. I want to be that. I want my art to be like that. 





PYAPYA: I would say that my syleis somewhet unrefined but that’s how I like it I'm 
very particular about colour and use alot of variety in each work, gottalove sirmuating 
those cone cells! Honesty it's probebly all obvious but one ofthe infiuences that tuck 
vwith meis anime and manga i's what got me into developing my at! Nowadays I'm 
inspired by some more sured and gestural eyles, such as that of Sergey Kolesoy, as well 
‘as tactcalmlitary gear and body horror motifs 


SPILLINGDOWN: I'd say my atis alittle goomy I channel the seaual tension ofthe 
tu dudes siting in ahot tub five feet apart ‘cause they're not gay I's art that refuses to 
tak about the blatant elephantin the room, maybe? 


‘Monochrome works the best forme Comics inspire me the most think Rather than 
strong technical artworks, [really love a comic that has good visual commuricaion. Re- 
cently, Mob Psycho 100'has been the thing thas had the most impactin my appreciation 
‘of making at. There's people I've met in the past years like SCUMSUCK and Groovy 
‘Ocelot whose work realy gets me going, both with their themes and their visuals, 

S's work wil forever nurture me. 





Would you like to talk about your piece for the zine? 


DISTASTY: am pretty happy vith the outcome of what Imade, ad ultralbappy with 
‘what I've leamed doing this project. 

Heamed somuch bout how tones work in Clip Studio and in Photoshop. Learued alot 
bout the limitations of SFM too. 

This was honestly a fun challenge. As fa as character selection andthe story, I was 
ingpred by a Fellow atte that Thad a conversaion with about wniting surgery fice ayear 
back. When Iwas asked how I would doit, I came up with the idea of a man asphypnting, 
‘on the table and loving it 

Iwas a anall, uncomplicated idea that worked well in the short format forthe zine, Wrote 
the whole thing with no dialogue to save space and I think that worked out well 


SYLIET: i knew thet i wanted to do something with soldier i think origmally thought 
todo a story with engineer and soldier engineer's such a great character for horror stuff 
he's creepy and violent and a delight but, t changed my mind and wanted to do demo and 
soldier because i thought a buddy story might be nice. like their dynamsc. like when 
soldier's big dumb dog and demo's overdramatic and despairing. andi also think it's 
‘very romantic to have someone’shands in your guts 


MOTTE: 1 was loooong overdue for some HeavyMedic. The ship, and TF? in general, 
is what motivated me to start wnting fic in the fis place, and this sine gave me aperfect 
‘opportunity to dabble in aheavier ade of gore than Tusualy do. Sometimes the planets 
andstars align and help you produce canrabaliam fanfic. Trly beautiful 


TERATOMARTY: I've been holding onto this idea for a while now, and I'm fairly 





‘confident that Idi justice here, IPyou treat the game meshanic of Respavin asa Festure 
‘of the narrative, that gives you oom For a fot of kink that would otherwise be impossible, 
‘or at Teast impossible more than once, Then, a8 with any’ kink interation its altogether 
too easy to develop Feslings, as I now from personal experience (hall'a dozen times or 
‘more, [just put Sniper and Spy inthis scenario, wound them up, and let them go. 














CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE: 





I'm generally a big fan of atmosphere, and hopefully it some- 
we were working on grotesque and sexual and morbid 














stuff thought it wou ‘oft. ike the concept of fantasy vs 
reality in art. Like how inks he looks when he is devouring the insides of his sig- 
sation when his bubble 





hings an 
doesn't see that at all and just indulges decy 


what he thought they we 
into his Fantasy. 


Ormaybe he 





one feels to me 


fora totally diferent thing with my Medispy picee though. Th 


Tike i's suspended inthe aie 






i about Spy enjoy 
in ingrodiomt and converted into spaghetti yumt The idea Was Spy’ eviserati 
sniper but it would be very simple to doit without a contest, remember Iwas craving 
‘some pasta when thinking of ideas, so that’s how L rid to fail my hunger hahat I chose 
Sniper Spy caus . 

‘wish I could have been in a better emotional state when working it, besides the c 
and that, lots of things happened before, maybe results could have ben different idk but 1 
hada lot of fun working on iti helped me during those times. 

















GLITCHPIRATE: When Tread Ter 
toMany’s work I was blown away’ by how 









% 5 good it was. ShiporSpy (or SpxSniper, 
tastes vary) sy essence sof prety much 
felthoms afte not dea 
actually had thece scones I wanted 

i lusts but ended up choosing the one Hid 
Bas ~ nscaise I had the most clear image for iin 
: sn head and alo that was the most fing 
ip Ne Ga of forme personally as I'm nota very sexta 
ea ee person 0 can't ell dea a 





ike 
appear TS That Only gore frames and the scone 

a ‘guts in it, which is strangely one of my 

favorite things to dra when drain 

(and come on ings in wounds a ss 
isthe bos), The limited olor pate was 
abo fin tryout since I wanted 0 color t 
ot have it converted 1 grepcae 














TeratoMarty’s sacred draft text. 
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As forthe sticker, I've alway loved food related gore and candy guro, and Hove mixing, 
‘se with grussome so [thotight it was a good idea todo that now: This was my’ fies time 

‘eras well and the only thing new about itwas to "make the silhouette 
Hope I did it right 








GROOVYOCELOT: Of course! Well, [wanted todo something NASTY, fave 

per, ths most stinky’ mere (in my heart) and of course the subject of torture had to be 
Spoi. They were my t2 otp back then. 1 ny fave gore prompts, beheading 
and amputation, spiced with a ton of piss (but lets say its blood hehe) and the cherry on 
the cake, skullfucking. I could have made a beter compasition,..but that’s every artist's 
feel after doing a piose, always tying to outdo ourselves even tho we did a neat job on a 
piece! Hope the ier 




















MANNTREADS: So MedlcySoldicr is 
‘one of my favorite ships, and I ike the 
Dis dynamic hased 









roles within th 
1 pocket 

Plus puppy pl 
drawing Soldicr in a collar 3). As forthe 
gore aspect of i, Ljust love drawing big 
‘gashes like that, and I'm sure that Medic 
‘would take fll advantage ofthe ability 
toheal any wounds over and over again 
Tol, And for my EngiexDemo pisee, I re- 
ally like that ship, but I don't see it mush, 
so I wanted to do something with the 
Talso really lke when Engi is chara 








‘nthe surface but totally cold-blooded 
uundemeath n 


Manntread’s drawing, pre-paint. kes me happy’). Hike to 


demo is kinda scared, but 









him his on body. Oh, Lalo love cannibal E 
Medic to eat somone els, I'm preity happy with 
issues when [look at them, but overall think they tamed 0 
Demo's expression 











N33DLEBABE: My piece forthe zin 

pices. Tam happy with its outcome, however | .esomething much more 

‘raphe and vulgar in mind, [was told a ite too mush for 

Which I perfectly understood, so L went a safer route withthe result oF 
‘890 of my’ favorites in U2, an I ship th 





nd kinky Spy’Sniper 














piece you see 
alot for their love 
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hate sadomasochisn 
murder i 
‘course, haha, 


tionship they are often portrayed in. Consensual mauling and 
{one of the things I'd love to draw and explore mi alegal way, of | 








ONAIROO: 1 don't remember di I think about anything at all when the i 
popped up. I iteally just said I want to make a zombie scout fucking medic in an 6 
Socket while saying -Who's braindead now, huh? Brindead.“and SCUMISUCK approved 
it 1's cool and completely exary. Nothing could stop me from making it 

Probably it was jst my’ special spot fr bullying scouts and humiliated med 
Insane Clown Posse song, 


BEFORE 

















e. the Demon's degradse, Iwas like: [really like 
bondage, and Like snipe, so.’ add those together! I really liked the idea of ike 
stuffed animals harming someone, so I just implied that they seratched him up. And snipsr 
Tikes it, Hela 

For the engineer one, Ikept the theme of malicious stuffed animals, and the idea that 
sweet treats come in many forms, The color palete for this one was relatively easy, but 


















love of pastel colors) so I had to buy some rolls when [started the pioce. Th 
1 meaning behind this pie, i just Wanted to draw alot of pillows and use a bunch of 
washi tape, 








PYAPYA: Solly is my favourite, he and Demo just vibe so well and Ihave a soft spot 

‘rcs ica ssl me ben with mae rey he 
Jind and voodoo curse Si is just 00 good 10 

‘pas op! I'm please surpsed 

‘enjoy’ it as much as dot 















that involved Soldie 
‘Merasmus was in a more 
alot of filed drafts Igo 
Bernini's Ratt di Proserp 








f power, but l couldn't get the idea right. ler 
ed “rape in art history” to ty and get outside perspective and 
‘ended up becoming the base of my drawing, 











Are you usually into gore/eroguro, or was this your first time 
trying it out? 


ISTASTY: I've always had a fascination with things that frighten me, and certain types 
of gore fulfil that interest, particularly body horror in films and comics, Cronenberg’s 
The Thing, Xenomorph mythos have a big place in my heart. When it comes to 
artwork, my interest stems from being a colossal weeb and loving, Inte 80"s, 90's 
biological horror anime. Gyver, Boab, Doomed Megalopolis were my favorites. As far as 
‘guro in my work, employ and enjoy 


‘gore’sew'violence isa great vehicle 


anyone know the time limit on oe 


Ped Nee ues a 
Hee poe seal ee SYLIET: i don't usually seek out 
Deedee eu a ee) ‘gore/eroguro content, i prefer more 


PM Nea Pctecsis! nr supernatural 


chewed up by minigun bullets (...for RASuamarttn 
eo ea ed 


MOTTE: 
gonna @TeratoMarty whileikeep RRC uC center as 
anyone who ean pty it Welles 
sd pecially in writing, It takes a certain 
LOU fics jor inc ran avy tc oomnect 
Le URAL those words to get a visceral reaction 
out your reader, which Team only 
Dkett hope I managed to get across in my 
cn work Weirly enough. i's both 
Pee ‘Soothing and exeiting tose oF read 
2 well done bit of goveart or writing, 
TSCM cccstr iste cosmo 


ea ae 


‘TERATOMARTY: Ihave been 
Vary important collaborative research in the » litle 09 interested in anatomy 


sine discord chat testooks sine second grads, pt it 





CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE: Gore is pretty neat! I've always wanted to get more into it but 
T struggle to find gore artists that appeal to me or that I ean use as reference aot that I try 
very hard at all tough), I sometimes add goreeroguro elements into my’cteations, but I 
don't do ita often as P'd like (gotta get out of my comfort zone more!!). I'm sil on the 


path of figuring out my style and art direction, but I've always leaned towards dak fiction 
ina way or another, whether it be psychologieally dak or physically dark (or both!) This 
project has definitely been a great opportunity for me in multiple aspects, one of them 
being exploring eroguto more! 





(CHAMBONIZER: Yes, 'm a fan of 
gore/eroguro stull, and support artists 
and friends that draw it, but Fhaedly 
drew it eause I dida’tdo itjustice 
Inaha, of it looked hike your typical 
‘bloody goth 2005 stu For the zine 
itwas my first time in along time to 
‘work: on something like tha, twas an 
aveesome opportunity to experiment 
again! 


GLITCHPIRATE: I'm a big fan, 1 
love love love gore! More of a con- 
sumer than an artist myself, i I draw 
{gore i's mostly to get negative feel- 
ings out of my system (most notably 
‘when I was geting bullied in middle 
school and drew Elfen Lied kinda gore 
to cope lol), But consuming it a very 
positive esperience on the other hand! 





Captain Solsikke's seraps. GROOVYOCELOT: I never had a 

problem with gore, kinda grow with 

ppy tre fiends, 0 Tne 
thought of “not liking” gore haha, sed to dra the blood kink yaotz when [vas like 
14 n'07, the ole edgy days, but with age Ihave been geting more into ACTUAL gore 
(guts, beheading, amputation and all the gud stuf) tothe point of turning i into roguro, 
Think I've drawn sexy gore before (back in the “Hannibal series" days in "13? "14?) but I 
don't think most of my old stuf is good enough to be called eroguo..20 think my frst 
‘oficial eroguro vitim might be eon (re8) from last year ('19), Hope Tcan live more 
ats to keep exploring that sexy side of my’ art 3 














MANNTREADS: I'm a big fan of gore and eroguro! I've always been a big gore fan, and 
T don’t remember exactly when I got ito eroguro but I think TF? definitely got me more 
{no it sinee there felt like there was a lot of it being drawn'written when | fist joined the 
andor! Plus respawn and mediguns open up so many possibilities >:3e, TUhink the first, 
croguro thing I ever made was a HeavyxMedic consensual vivisestion fe 








NSSDLEBABE: I've been a huge fin of gore long before I got into 12! When I was stil 


42 


in maybe junior high I was desensitized from a lot horror movie stl, watching movies 
like Brain Dead and Italian horror zombie movies with my uncle and my dad! It was 
{quick to inspite me and I really want to get back into it again! As for eroguro that’s aie 
newer but still avery passfonate interest of mine? I think I first got ito that when finding 
‘Takato Yarnamoto’s erotic horror ar, I love his stl to pieces! 


‘ONATROO: [never made such content before, but I enjoyed it. lke an aesthetic some 
artists put into it. The atmosphere, stories or even jus style 


PHINTM: I'ma fan of eroguro, for sure! Llove how lke..the sensual undertones telly 
sine through. Sometimes, they're not even undertones, but it's never just straight-up pom 
{you know? I've drawn gore before, but I never really enjoyed i? Like mindless, nsdless 
{gore? Nah. But phen it asa sewual vibe to it without being like, stexigh in your face, 
that's when its fun to draw and look at 











PYAPYA: Gore: 
dtravving and we 
‘This is actually 





‘one of my favourite things huge fan of guro and eroguro art I've been, 
ig fora few year so I'm realy excite that I get to participate in this zine 
first time I've shared my eroguro with the world! 








SPILLINGDOWN: I am a gore fan! Depending on both medium and style it can make 
‘mea bit squeamish, but Ido rally enjoy gore and eroguro in both original and fan works. 
{don’t draw itthat often though, Like with pom, Inced to find the right stimulus that gets 
‘me to make this sort of work 





read full unedited interviews, go to 
deflectric.wordpress.conv/tf2-gore-zine-interview: 


Epilogue 


‘Adding interviews was an idea I had at the start of this 
project and something I felt very passionate about. It has been more 
than a zine to us; it’s been a look at artists dealing with art and the 
current fandom environment, and I wanted my contribution to reflect 
that. I grew up in the 80°s rock fandom, and an important part of that, 
fandom for me was reading musician interviews from magazines. 
Idon’t often see artists do interviews, unless they're a “high art” 
‘warholian-museum-show off-y kind of artist. Maybe that’s due to our 
shy nature, or maybe it’s because no one 
‘) ever asks us any questions, The same 
for fic writers. I wanted to make a point 
that our “content” is not just for one-off 
consumption, We're humans and our 
work means something to us. I also hope 
our zine ends up in a dusty second hand 
bookstore someday in the future, and 
whoever finds it can use it as an example 
of fandom culture as itis currently. 











I’ve never been an interviewer before, but I wanted to give 
‘our zine contributors a chance to express themselves and their feelings 
about fandom and art, and I’m very excited I got the opportunity 

to do so, I think I've discovered a new passion. I’m very grateful 

to everyone who participated in, bought, and read our zine. Special 
thanks to Spilly for all their hard work when we needed it, and to our 
Tapanese translator, neOdym. It’s been an honor to work with such 
talented individuals. 


-DEFLECTRIC 


Our crew put a ton of work into their art and writing that 
isn't immediately apparent in their final polished work: endless 
iterations, sketches and drafts, anatomical research, image editing, test 
prints, and so forth. Multiply'that by 17 artists, and that’s a TON of, 
brainpower and work hours that have gone into this zine! 


‘These interviews are important to me, because I feel that 
social media culture in 2020 has an atmosphere of dehumanization, 
“Artists are often seen as machines that pump out so-called “content” 
to be consumed and quickly discarded when the next topic of interest 
pops up. Please read their thoughts and see their process, and 
humanize them in your mind! Each artist has their own unique voice 
and background that informs their piece you see in this zine, 


‘Whether you feel caveman level excitement from the gore 
and pomography or throbbing huge galaxy bran tes about how our 
fe cultural context (2020 the yoloswag year of plague, protest, 
‘nd internet surveillance) informs artists and how they choose to 
depict their fictional content... I hope the art and writing in this zine 
‘can provoke some juicy neuron activation in your brain! 
-SCUMSUCK 


cum dolore : a t{2 community ero guro zine 


published in the year of the plague MMXX 
from the SCUMSUCK toxic waste bunker 
in charlotte, north carolina 


content includes: 
surgery, maiming, cuis, bruises, BDSM, amputation, murder, death, respawn, organplay, 


decapitation, facefucking, cannibalism (both consensual and noncon), blood, semen, piss, 


and various other bodily fluids not suitable for family consumption. 








character pairings: artists: 
demo x solly CAPTAIN SOLSIKKE — PUCK 
CHAMBONIZER PYAPY 
DISTASTY SPILLINGDOWN 
medic x solly GLITCHPIRATE TERATOMARTY 
medic x spy GROOVY OCELOT TIVVITO 
scout X spy jliet 
scout x medic MOTTE 
sniper x scout N33DLEBABE DEFLECTRIC 
sniper x spy ONAIROO SCUMSUCK 
solly x merasmus PHNIM 


questions, comments, concerns, hatemail? 
contact at SCUMSUCK.COM or TEMPURAL@SCUMSUCK.COM 
scumsuck,com/tf2gorezine 
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